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DR. TALMAGE IN SYRIA.

A FERMON SUCGESTED HY THE LO.
CALITY AND BEASON,

The Rev. T. De Witk Tal e, of
Brooklyn, wad at Beyront on the 24th of
Decowmber, and preached to a gromp of
friends on “"The Sky Anthem.” His
text was Luke i, 14: “Glory to God in
tbe bighest, und on carth peace, good
will toward men,” on which ke deliv-
esod the following discourse:

At lust I have what I longed for, a
Obristmas eve in the Holy Land. This
is theo time of yoar that Christ landed.
He wus o December Obrist. This isthe
ebill air throngh which He descended.
I Jook up through these Ubristmas
skies, and I #ee no loosened star haston-
ing sauthward to bhalt above Bethlehem,
bat all the stars suggest the Star of
Bethlehem. No more noed that any of
them run aloug the sky to point down-
ward. In quietnde they kneel at the
feet of Him who, thongh once an exile,
is now ontbronsd forever. Fresh np
from Bethlehem, I am full of the scenes
wuggested by n visit to that village. Yon
know that whole region of Bethehem s
famous in Bible story. There were the
waving bhurvests of Boas, in which Ruth
gleaned for herself and weoping Naomi,
There David the worrior was thirsty,
and threo men of nnheard of self-denial
broke throngh the Philistine army to
got him o drink. Tt wus to that region
that Joseph and Mory came to bave their
names enrolled in the ceusus. That is
whaut the Seripture means when it says
they came “to be taxed,"” for people did
not in those days rush ofter the nsses-
sors of tax any more then they now do.

The village inn was crowded with the
strangers who bhad eome up by the com-
mand of government to bavp their
numes in the census, so that Josoph and
Mary were obligod to lodgo in the #sta-
ble. Yon have seen some of those
large stone buildings, in the conter of
which the camels were kept, while ran-
ning ont from this center in all direo-
tions there were rooms, in one of which
Jesus was born. Had his parents bean
more showily oeppareled I bave no
donbt they wounla have found more
somfortable entertainment. That night
inthe fields the shepherds, with erooks
and kindled fires, were watching their
flooks, when hark! to thesound of voices
strangely sweef. Can it be that the
maidens of Bethlehem have come out to
perenade the weary shepherds?. But now
a light stoops upon thom like the morn-
ing, so that the flocks arise, shaking
their showy flecce and bleating to their
drowsy young. The heavens are filled
with armies of light, aud the earth
quakes nnder the harmeany, as, echoed
baok from cloud to eloud, it rln%l over
the midnight hills: "Glory to Ged in
the highest, and on earth peace good
will to meu!"™ It seems  that the
erown of royulty and dominion and
power which Christ left behind him
wos hung on the sky in sight of Beth-
lehom, Who knows but thut that crown
muy huve besn mistakon by the wise
meon for the star rnnning and pointing
downword?

My subjeot,|in the first pluoe,impresses
me with the foet that indigence is not
always significant of degradation. When
princes are born, heralds annoanoo it,
and eannon thinnder it, and flags wave
it, and illuminntions set ecitics on fire
with the tidings, Some of us in En-
glund or Ameriea remember tho time of
rejoicing when the Prince of Wales was
born. You ean remember the gladoess
throughont Christendom at the navity
in the palace at Madrid. But when our
glerious Prince was born, there was ne
rejoicing on oarth. FPoor and growing
roote\‘. yet the henvenly recognition

hat Christmas night shows the truth of |
the proposition that indigence is not |
alwhys significant of degradation. l

In all ages there hoave been great |
honrts throbbing wunder raps, tender

mpathies under rongh exterior,zold in
the quartz, Parinn marble in the guarry,
and in every stable or privation wonders
of excellence that have been the joy of
the heavenly host. All the great de-
liverers of literatnre and of nations
were born in homes without afflnence,
and from their own privation learned to
spenk and fight for the oppressed,

lany o man has held up his pine knot
dight from the wilderness until nll nn-
thons and generations have seen it, and
off of his hard crust of penury hos
broken the bread of knowledge and re-
ligion for the starving willions of the
race. Poelry,andscienoe,and litorature,
and commerce, and laws, and consti-
tutions, and liberty like Christ, were
born in a manger.

All the great thoughts which have de-
eided the destiny of nations started in
obscure corners, and had Herods who
wanted toalay them, and Isonriots who
betrayod thom, and rabbles that eracified
them, nnd sepulehers thnt confined them
until they burst forth in glorious resnr-
reotion. Btrong obaracter, liko the
rhododendron, is un Alpine plant, that

wa fastest in the storm. Men are
ike whont, worth all the more for being
flailed. Sowe of the most useful peo-
ple would never have come to positions
of usefulness had tlm{ not been gronnd
and pounded and hammered in the
fonndry of dinnster. When I seo Moses
eoming up from the nrk of bulrushes to
be the grontest lawgiver of the ages, and
Amos from tending the herds to make
Isrnel tremble with bis prophecies, and
David from the shebl:vnl.u to sway the
oet's pen and the king's scepter, and |
elor l’:'om the fishing det to be the
great proscher ot the Pentecost, I find
proof of the truth of my proposition
thot indigence is not always signifionnt
of degradation. )

My subject nlso impresses me with the
thought that it is while at our usefnl
ooctipitions that we have the divine
manilestntions,
gone that night into DButhlehem onnd
risked their flocks among thoe wolves,
they wonldmot have henrd the song of
tho angels. In other words, that man
soes most of God nud Heaven who minds
his own business. Wo nall have our
ponts of duty, und standing there God
appenrs to uss We are all shepherds or
shepliordesses, and wo have onr flocks
of enres nnd aunoynnces nnd anxieties,
and we must tond them.

Wao sometimes hesr very good people
pay: “LEI had n month or n year or two
to do nothing but to attend to religions
things, I wonld be a good deal better
thau l nm mow.” Yeu are mistakem
Generally the best people are the busy
people. Eliahn wos plowing in tho fleld
when the prophetic mantle foll on him.
Muttbew wos attending to. his custom
bouse daties when Christ commanded
‘him to follow. James and John wero
mending their nets when Christ ealled
thom to be fishers of men. Had they
been snofring in the sun Christ wonld
not hnve aallod their indolenco into the
gnatlauhlp. Gldeon was ot work with

o finil on the threshing Hoor when he
sawtho augel. Sonl was with grent
{atigue limnting up the lost asses when
~he found the crown of Israel. The

I sou would mover have re-

| when Christ with his mighty arm has

| earth nntil it rebounds again to the

Hud those sheplbards |
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¢ ioto business, though it was swine
eeding. Not once out of s hundred
times will & lnzy man boecome s Obris-
tian. Thowse who bave nothing to do
are in very unfavorable circomstances
for the receoiving of divine manifesta-
tions. It isnot 'Im:{au nre in idlences,
but whon you are, like the Betblehom
shepherds, watching yoar flooks, that
the glory decends and there is jv{
among the angels of God over your son
ponitent and forgiven.

My subjeet nlso strikkes at the deln-
wion that the relizion of Christ is dol-
orous and griet infusiog.  The musio
thiat broke through the miduight beav-
ens was noc & dirge, bpt an anthem. It
shook joy overthe hills. It not only|
dropped wupon the shepherds, but
spraug upwnrd among the thrones. The
robe of a Bavior's righteonsness is not
Hack. The Christian life in not
mwade up of weeping and eross bearing
nnd war waging. Through the ravels-
tion of that Christmes night I find that
religion is not n groin, but nsong, In
a world of in and sick bed and sequl-
ohery, wo must have trouble; but in the
durkest night the boavens part with an-
gelio song. You may, like Paul, be
shipwreeked, but I exbiort youn to be ol
good cheer, for yon elall all escape
#ufe to the land, Religion does not |
show itsell in the elongation of the face
and the cnt of the garb. Tue Pharisee |
who puts his relivion ioto his phy-
Inctery has none left for bis heart. Fret-
fulness and complsining do not belong
to the family of Christinn graces which
move into the heart when the devil
moved out. Christinnity does not frown
down nmusements and recrestions. It
is wmot a cynie, it is not n shrew, it
chonks no langhter, it quenches no
light, it defaces no art. Among the
happy, it is the happiest. It is just as
much at home on the playground as it is
in thoe chureh. It is jost as grageful in
the charade as it is in the paalm book.
It pings just ns well in Burrey gardens
as it plays in 8t. Paul's,  Christ died
that we might live. Christ walked that
we might ride, Christ wept that wa
might laugh.

Again, my subjeot impresses me with
the fact that glorious endings sometimes
have very humble beginnings, The!
strivw paliet was the starting poink but |
the shout in the midnight sky revenloed
what would be the glorious consumma-
tion. Christ on Mary's Iap. Christ on |
the throne of universal dominion—what |
an humble starting! What a glorious
ending! Grace beging on a small scale |
in the heart. You see only men as |
troes walking. The grace of God in the |
Lieart is n feeble spark, and Christ hus
to keep both bands over it lest it bo
blown out, What an humblebeginning!
But look at that same mun whon he has |
entored Heaven. No c¢rown able to ex- |
prees his royalty. No palace able to ex-
press his wealth. No acepter able tOi
express his power and his dominion,
Dripping from the fountain that drips
from the everlasting Rock. Among the
harpers Lorping witn their barps. Ona
sed of glaws mingled with fire. Before
the throne of God, to go no wmore out
forever. Thespark of grace that Christ |
had to keep both hands over lest it |
coms to oxtinetion, having famed up |
into bonor and glory and immortality. |
What humble starting! What glorious |
consummation!

The New Testament church was on o
small scale. Fishermen watched it.
Agniust the nprising walls crashed in- |
fernal: enginery. The world eaid|
anathemo, Tentbhousand people rejoiced |
ot every seeming defeat, andsaid: “Aha!
nha! 80 we wonld have it.”" Martyrs on
fira cried: “How lomg, © Lord, how
long?" Very hnmble starting, but seo
the difference at the consummation,

struck off the last ehain of human bond-
age, and Himalaya shall be Moant Zion;
and Pyrenees, Morinh; and oceans, the
witlking plaee of Him who trodthe wave

elifts o? stormed Tiberins, aod island

shall enllto island, sen to sen, continent
to continent, and, the wsong of the
worlid's redemption rising, the heavens,
like & great sonnding board, shall
slrike back the shout of salvation tothe

throne of God, and all henven, rising on
their thrones, bent time with their soep-
ters, Ob, what an humble beginning!
What n gloricus ending! Throne linked
ton monger, heavenly mansions ton
atable.

My snbject also impresses me with the |
effoct of Christ'’s mission upward and
downward. Glory to God, peace toman. |

| When God sent his Son into the world, |

nngels discovered something new in |
God, something they had never seen |
before. Not power, not wisdom, not
love. They knew nll that before, Bat
when God sent His Son into this world
then the angela saw the spirit of selt
doninl in God, the spirit of sell sacrifice
in God. It isensier to love an angel on
His thromne thin a thiel on the cross, a
so¥nph in His worship than an adnltress
in her crime. When the angels saw
God—the God—the God who would not |
allow the most insignificant angel in
Heaven to be hurt—give up His Son, |
His Son, His only, only Son, they saw |
gomething that they had never thouyht
of before, snd Ido not wonder that
when Christ started out on that pilgrim-
age the angels in Heaven elappod their |
wings in triumph and onlled on all the
hosts of Henven to help them celebrate
it, and sang so lond that the DBethlehom
ghepberds hoard it: “Glory to God in
the highest.” s

But it wag also to be a mission of
pence to man, Infinite holiness—ac-
cumulated depravity, How could they
ever come together? The Gospel bridpes
over tho distance, It brings God to us.
It tokes us to God. God in us, ond we
in God. Atonement!  Atonement!
Juslice satisfied, sins forgiven, oternnl
life accured, Henven built on a manger.

But it was nlso to be the pncification
of nll individual nod international uni-
mosgities, What & sound this word of
pones had in the Roman Empire that
l:onstuﬂ of the number of people it had
massaored, that prided itself on the
number of the elain, that rejoiced nt the
trembling provinces. Bioily nnd Coraica
and Sardinia and Mocedonip and Egypt
lind bowed to her sword and crouched
at the cxy of hor war engles. Bhe gave
her ehief honor to Seipio and Fabins
nnd Cmsar—all men of blood. What
contempt they must hava bad thers for
the penniless unarmed OChrist in the
garb of a Nozarene, starting out Lo con-
quer all notions. There never wns n
place on earth where that word pence
sounded so offensively to the cars of the
multitnde aw in the Romnn Empire.
They did not want peace. The grentest
musio they ever henrd was the clinking
chnins of their eaptives. If allthe blood
that hns been shed in battle conld be
gathered topether it would upbear n
nuvy. The olab thet struck Absl to the
onrth has its echo in the butcheries of
all nges, Edmund Burke, who gnve no
wild gtntistion, #aid that there had been
spont in slanghter thirty-five thonsund
willions of dollars, or what would Le
equal to that; but be had not seen into
our times, when in our own day, in
Amerien, we expended three thousand
millions of dollare in civil war,

Oh, if we could now take our position

di
;’;:me and wanted to have returned to
hi# father's house if he had not firet

'musketry is the light that fell on Beth-

[ the dny come—God Lasten it!—when the

‘benntiful land beyond the high mounn-

I "na‘y

srmies march past! What » spectacle it
would be! There go the hosts of Isrsel
throungh & scors ¢! Red scas—one of
waler, the rest of blood. There go
Cyrus and kis srmy, with infuriate yell
rejoicing ever ibo fall of the gates of
Babylon. There goes Alexander, lead-
ing forth his hosts snd conquering all
the world but himsell, the sarth reelin
with the battle geah of Arbela »an
Pemepolis. There goes Ferdinand
Cortes, laaving his butchered ememies
on the table lands once fragramt with
vanilla and covered over with groves of
flowering eneno. Thers goes the t
Frenchmnn, leading bhis sarmy down
through Ecypt like one of its plagues,
and up throngh Rassia like one of its
own oy binsta. Yonder is the grave
trench underthesbadow of Bebastopol.
There are the ruins of Delbi and Al-
Inhnbad, nnd yonder are the inhuman
Sepoys nnd tue brave regiments under
Huveluck avenging the insalted flag of
Britain; whila eul right through the
heart of my native land ia » trench in
which there lic one million Nerthern
and Southern dead.

Ob, the tenra! Oh, the blood! Oh, the
long marches! Oh, the hospital wonnds!
Oh, the martyrdom! Ob, the death!
But brighter tbantue light which flunhed
on nil theso swords and shields and

labem, nnd louder than the bray of the
trumpets, and the npeighing of the
chargers, and the erash of the walls, and
the groaning of the dying nrmies, is the
#ong that uorolls this moment from the
sky, swept a8 though all the bells of
Heaven rung a jubilee, “Pence on earth,
good will toward men,” Oh, when will

swords shall be turned intoplow-shares,
and toe fortresscs shall be remodeled
into eburches, and the men of blood
battling for renown shall become good
soldiers of Jesus Christ, nnd the cannon
now striking down whole columns of
denth shall thunde: the victories of the
truth.

Whan we think of the whole world
saved wo are npt tothink of the few peo-
ple that now inhabit it. Onlyn very few
compared with the populations to come,
And what a amall part ocultivated. Do
you know it has been authentically esti-
mated that three-fourths of Europe is
yet all barronness, and that nine bun-
dred and ninety-ons one-thousanidths

art of Lhe entire gloha is ancaltivated?

bis is all to bacultivated, all inhabited
and all gospelized. Oh, what tears of
repentance when nations begin to weep!
Oh, what auprlicutmu- when continents
begin to pray! Obh, whatrejoicing when
hemispheres begin to sing! Churches
will worship on the places where this
very hoanr amokes the blood of human
sncrifice, and wandering through the
spnke infestod junyles of Afriea Christ's
heel will broise the serpent’s head. Oh,
when the trampet of salvation shall be
nounided everywbere and the nations are
rodeemod, a light will fall upon every
town brighter than thut  which
fell upon Bethlehem, and more over~
whelwing than tie song that fell on the
pasture fields where the flocks *fed,
thero will be a song louder than the
voice of the storm lifted oceans,
“Glory to God in the bighest," and from
all nations and kindred ond people and
tongues will come the respouse, “And
on earth peace, good will toward men!”
On this Christmns day I bring you cood
tidings of great joy. Pardon for all
sin, comfort for all trouble and life
for all dead. Bball we now take this
Christ into our hearts? ‘I'he time is

pasaing. This is the closing of the
year. How the time speeds by. Put
your hand on you heart—one, two,

three. Three times less it will beat.
Life is passing like gazelles over the
plain. Sorrows hover like petrels over
the gen. Death swoops like a vullure
from the mountains. Misery rolls up
to our enrs like waves, Heavenly songs
tall to us like stars. |

I wish you a mergy. Christmns, not
with worldly dissipntions, - but merry
with Gospel gladness, merry with par-
doned sin, merry with hopo of reunion
in the skies witth all your loved oneg
who bhave preceded yon. In thnt grand-
¢st nnd best sense o merry Christimus.

And God grant that in onr final mo-
ment we may have as bright a visionas
did the dying girl when ghe said:
“Mother” —pointing with her thin white
hand through the window—"Mother,
whut is that beautiful land out yonder
beyond the mountains, the high moun-
tains?” *Ob,” said the mother. “my
darling, there are no mountnins within
sight of our home" “Oh, yes,” she
satd, “don’t you see them—that beauti-
ful land beyond the mountaing out
there, just beyond the high mountains?™

The mother looked down into the face
of her dying child and said: “My dear,
I think that must be Heaven thut yon
goe." "Well, then," she said, “father,
yon come, and with your strong arms
carry me over those mountaing into that

taing." “No," snid the weeping futher,
darling, I can't go with you."
“Well," she said, clapping ber hands,
“never mind, never mind; 1 gee yondera
shining one coming. He is coming now,
in His strong arms Lo earry me over the
monntaing to the beautiful land—over
the mounntains, over the high moun-
tains!"

The Prayer Hook Dodge.

Traveler—Oh, kind sir, take all, take
all, but leave me this, my pocket Bible,
o parting gi(t from my mother when I
was a boy?

The Highwayman (as he gathers upa
very poor haul)—Keep your prayer
book an’ begone.

The Traveler (ton minntes later)—
Well, that was a pretty close shave, If
that chump hiad known that Bible cov-
ered $2,000in bank notes, he wouldn's
hiave beon so quick to let me keep it.—
Town Yalk.

.

The Line Must De Drawn.

8t. Louis man—I will bet you a new
guit the fair will be held in St. Lonis,

New York man—\Where is the suit to
ba made?

8k Lounis man—In
conrse,

New York man--I mnst decline the
bet.—Clothier and FPurnisher,

8 Louis, of

Tr¥ you want your favors to be re-
membered, show them to'people when
they need them. A man with more
money than he knows what to do with
eares nothing for an extra dollar, but
the man who needs 8 dollar to save his
life: will never forget the man who
gives him the coveted ooin,—Aichizon
Globe.

A woMax over 100 years old, sn'in-
oorrigible, who lind spentall the Christ-

mases she can remsmber in prison, has
bu;.:fl;.““ toa year's imprisonment for

Tae pictura of & man ‘was never
taken that he did not feel five yeoars

itan forefathers whould not consider for
s moment. The Quincy house was
built in 1635, with extensive improve-
meats, that made it in structure what
is is to-day, added in 1685. The testi-
mony of this statement isfound in Judge
Sewall's dinry, and it is corroborated
by President Quiney and by his son,
the late Edmund Quiney, of Dedham.
Another homestead equally old is the
sncient Fairbanks farm house in  Ded-
bam, There are many other old homes
scattered nlong the North and South
shores, which have an interesting his-
tory and are carefully preserved ia their
original style. These earliest New
England homes have a character that
is distinctive and unigque. Most of them
are built in the style of the English
farmhouse of the time of Milton, with
8 lean-to rool ; but oceasionally o hounse
of this kind is built after the original
manor houses of England of two and a
half canturies ago. One of these the
celebrated Knox mansion, located at
Thomaston, Me., aud probably the
finast old house of the kind in New
England in its day, was ruthlessly torn
down by the inhabitants of that town
beeanse it interfered with the lumber
room of o shipyard|! It looks as if in
Quincy a similar ontrage might be en-
acted in allowiog the most interesting
and historical strocture in that city, with
the exception the Adams house, to be de-
stroyed, for no other reason than that
the property can be made to realize
more mone if it is cut up into house
lots,. ~ Now that the Quinecys and
Adamses' bave practically ceased to give
a distinetive character to the townof
Quiney, anything within its limits, not
excapting even the dead cedar tree that
stands on Merrymount and looks now
s it did when the first part of the
Quincy house was built, that carrys us
Lack to the oldea time, is of priceless
valne; and it is for this reason that this
ancient home of a New England gen-
tleman should be faithfaily and care-
fully preserved.

It has only had five occupants as
families sinow it was erected. The orig-
inal estate on the death of Mr. Quiney,
was divided, and the elder branch took
the honse nad ocoupied it till after the
Revolution. It was thensold to Mr,
Alleyne, of Barbadoes, who transferred
it to Mr. Black, an Irish gentleman.
The next owner was Mr. Daniel Green-
leal, the owoer of the old feather store
in Dock Square.. Then Mr. Peter But-
ler leased the property, and has just
given it np after a rental of thirtv-tive
years. To-day, like the Old Bouth
Mesting House in this city, it has passed
beyond the time when it would be
chosen, instead of a modern house, as a
place of residence. It belongs to the
city of Quiney to save it from demoli-
tion and to preserve it religionsly as one
of the famous homes of the forefathera,
It is a genuine ok ject lesson in Puritan
history.

Its low-studded rooms, its exposed
cross-beams, its ancient staircases, its
seuret ciiamber, itsquaint hiding places,
giva it a character more uigquae than that
of tbe Pepperell mansion at Kittery or
the Wentworth mansion at Newcastle.
Close beside it is to be the futnre park
of Quiney, and eonsistent with the use
of such a park is the reservation af this
Puritan home for & mansion of New
fingland antiqnities, or for any other
purpose that will secure ifs preserva-
tion, It is believed that it is not too
late to save this house from the vandal-
ism that awaits it.

‘What would we not give il the house
where Goveroor Bradford lived at Ply-
month had been pre:erved as be laft it?
Wheo wounld not be glad if the home of
Governor Winthrop had been pre-
served? How mauy historiral points
are to be found throngh New England
where the preservation of a famons or
characteristic building would be prized
beyond measure to-day if it had been
protected from decay? Our citizens
rose to the situation when the destruc-
tion of the Old South Meeting House
was threatenad, and the people saved
it. It rests with the people of Quiney
whether they shall appropriste a few
thousand dollars for the preservation
of their most valuable and interesting
historical home, or shall allow to be
lost through negligence what their ehil-
dren will perpetuaily blame them for
not having preserved.

It is more than a local question. All
New England hus an  interest in the
pre-ervation of such a nnique and rep-
resentative home. . People from the
West and South yearly make pilgrim.
ages to the Atlantio const to see what
relies are left that helong to the earli-
ést settlement of the country, nnd it is
by sncli fine specimens of the ancient
dwelling house as the Quinoy mansion
affords that the national traditions are
verified with the sesing eye. We can-
not affurd to lose these relics of an
ear'y day. Boston would be reproached
by the whole conntry if it should con-
sent to the destruotion of old Christ
Chureh snd the Old South Mesting
Honse, and Quiney wil be charged
with vandalismif it permits the  old
Quinoy mansion to be destroyed.—
Baston Hevald,

The MHighest Praise for Stanley Yet.
Mr. H, M. Stanley’s landlady in Lon-
don bas been vindicated, When a year
ago the great explorer was given up for
lost, and even those who were most in-
olined to be sanguine vonfessed that
there was little gronnd fur hope, she re
fused to believe that il had befallen
him. *I% is impossible,” ghe said, “for
Mr. Stanley lias not given up his rooms
and I am sure thut he will relurn to oo
onpy them.” So it was the necessity ol
coming to his lodgiogs that wus the
salvation of Btanley. 1§ is not every
landlady who would have so much eon
fidence in her lodgers.— Irish News,

Tark about dre:s as you please, bui
it is the man employed at the abattoir
who wears the killing costumes.—Bos
fon Courier, :

on some high point and ses the world's

alterward that be looked foolish.

No, Jomxsy; tenpin balla are 20!

mada in rolling mills,

FOLLY AS IT PLIES, |
Barr “mest” dnpns'

Fuxp like juries
'ulﬂl‘lg.bn Fhay

It may be that love makes the world
go round, but sn overdose of whisky
will do it more snceessfully. - L

‘Way is a game of ball like s buck-
whest cake? Because its. success de-
pends very largely npon the batter. |

Tue Edison girl—S8he has-so much
magnetism,  “You bel she has. Why,
eourting with that girl is ono longielec-
trio spark.” ;

Ar the minstrols—Mr. Fn'glo—-
Waell, that's the rickiest lotof dry jokes I
ever heard Mrw. Faogle—Is, that
tlLe reason yon had to irrigate so ofien ?

Avsr Keznan—Well, Kitty, soyou're
to be married? Kitty—Yes, sun't,
Providence permitting; but wounlde’s
it be awful if that dress shouldn’t
come? )

New Boarprs (to his neighbor)—Ia
this what they call spring chicken
here? Old Boarder—Yes; it probably
gets its name on account of its elas-
ticity. -

“WEeLL, no, he's not what you would
call a great liar. He'll tell’s dozen lit-
tle lies avery day, though.” *“Obh, Isee,
and it woulrs take him twelve days to
be guilty of lying."

A R0HOLAR in a suburban school, the
other day, on being told by the tescher
to always begin dates with a capital let-
ter, asked if he should always begin
figs in the same way.

Mz, Boopy Houvsk— Was Cherry
Streete drunk in last night? Mr.
Perry Bt, Cln.ir-}nio, not exactly; but
he borrowed my corkscrew to try and
draw a sober breath.

Vismror in Keatieky—I noticed that

u called that man Judge. Is hea

nited States Judge or o local Judge?
Native—A local jedge, sah. He was
jedge at & hoss-race lust week, sah.

A yYouxo lady sent in a m en-
titled I Cannot Make Him Smile,” to
anewspaper. The editor ventures to
express the opinion that she wounld have
succeeded had she shown him the poem.

“Your father was a very energetio
man, was he not?” “Very. Why, he en-
listed in '61, and it didn't take him
more than three weeks to do his fight-
ing, while others were ut it four years.”

“Do you remember that awfully
smart boy you used to have in your of-
fico—Johinny Smith?" *“0, yes, How
did he come out?” “He hasn't come
out. He got twenly years in BSing
Sing.”

Para (who has just been made magis-
trute, addressing his little danghter)—
Lily, I can marry people now; did you
know that? ily (anxionsly)—But
yon won't, papa. Don’t you think
mamma's enough?

Private Bunuioy, of the “Elite
Guards,”—Ah, s uniform is the thing
to catch the hearts of the dear crea-
tures! His Valet — Right you are,
sor. I wason the pillace foorce mee-
self, wanst, .

“Tae Empress of Austrin sits alter-
nately on either side of her horse,”
says an article on “Horsemauship for

omen.” Everybody will be glad to
Lear that she sits that wsy alternastely
and not simultaneously.

“I pox'r see how Mrs. MoGay can af-
ford to wear so many ktips on her hatk
There is arow of them all the way
round the brim.” “Afford it? I won-
der that she hasn't the whole hat made
of tips,. Her husband is o hotal waiter,
you know."

Mgs. Musaroos —Dear me! There
is something out of order in this house
again. r. Mashroom — What's
wrong, my dear? Mrs. Mushroom—
The gas meter doesn't work right. I
wish youn would send for a gastronomer
to come and fix it.

THE TALE OF A KISS,

]

In o transport of bliss
1 stulps & woe kiss ;
But the pretty young miss
Had a pretiy big brother.
I utolo & woo kisa—
I ahall ne'or steal suother,
—Philadelp hia Jester,

Had Got Used to Cheekiness,
“Can I use your telephone a minute 2"
she asked, ws she ran into n neighbor’s
on Becond avenue with a shawl over her

“Oh, certainly.”

“I am going to give a party nexi
week, and I wank to invite a few
friends.”

“Yes?" )

“It is to be & very select party.”

“Yes?”

“Only my friends”

H‘Y&?.

“And, therefore, you — yom won'l
be—?"

“Angry if I am not invited, nor won'l
consider it cheeky if you nse my ftele:
phone to invite others? Oh, no. Any
one who keeps a telephone in the
house for use of the neighbors soon
gets used to anything. Why, s man
came in here the other day and used
the line to call my husband up down
town and dun him for a billl—Go
shead nud call np the sub-office,—De-
troit Free Press.

A Sporting Proposition.
“Looky here, mister,” said a tramp,
ragged, unkept and dirty, as he walked
up to a couple of traveling men.

“Looky here; is either of you two fel-| ye

lers anytling much in the sportin’ line #*
and he grasped his garments over his
stomach as he made the inguiry.

“What do yon want with a sporting
man ?*

“Well, is either of you sports? That's
what I wants to know first.”

“My friend, here, sometimes takes a
bel, if he can get a good one. But
what do you want?"

“I want somebody to get rieh bettin’
that I can’t eat t[yﬁrliy quail in thirty
days.  And it won't cost Lim a cent so

far ns_I sm concerndd—nothin® but the| g

The Teller Whe Weunldn’t Tell

Farmer Oateake (st bank window)— |

Iaﬂ', kin vou tell me—
. Cashmore--~Go to the next win-
dow if you want any infors

Farmer Oateake—Thunderation! Td|’

like to know what yon" - that
A ow what you've got sign
Puck.

over yer head for, any way!"— | |

Josh Biillugs
lac;'l't;n- it iz's -;H
thing a good Injun hesven
hnmmdovnhujh npj
tm,hmmmmqa-
Don't mistake pleszure for happiness;
ﬂhandnlynd&-ul breed ov doga
Thare iz & grate deal ov exquisité ples
mure in happiness, Imtlhnm
ﬁm plezzure that baz no
Experience has the same effeki on
umblh&tngohuu.m—l
mtluﬂnmlnﬂ'er..
vlnmuu'lnmmxlhﬂpu:‘:

up the naberhood.

A lazy man alwus works harder than
abizay one. The hardest work I kno
ov is tew grunt.  Jt ia harder tow seb
still and fite fleas than it iz tew git
up and escape from them.

Young man, when yu hav tew sarch
Webster's Dickshionary tew find words
big ennff tew convey yure m . yu
kan make up yure mind that you don't
mean much,

Lafling dovils are the most
ons, If I had a mule that wonldn's
peither kick nor bite, I should watch
him dredful spry £ill 1 found out whare
hiz malice lay.

When beset with misforline, we
should do az the sailors do in & gale—
run before the wind.

Adversity iz the five that tempers the
iron of man into steel.

Inever had 8 mac enm tew me for
advise yet but what I soon diskovered
that he thought more ov hiz own opin-
yun than he did ov mive.

Ednksshun that don’s teach s man
how tew think iz like knowing the
multiplikashun table forward bat not
backwards.— New York Weekly.

“Fightin' Dat "Pestle Coon.”
“You goin’ to figh
coon, Jack ?" asked a barber of a fancy-
looking eolored gentleman, as he eo-

tered & Heunepin avenune shaving re
sort, yesterday afternoon.

“Well, I'm goin’ to fight dat
ooon if he's got the -nn!‘. Wm
stakea? Why, de swilest-lookin’ paah
o’ pants in dis town; my! but dey is
honeys, ‘Ef 1 kin jes’ git dat coon to
sign dem articles you'll see me up every
mawnin' fussin’ roand.” »

“Fussin' round " said an old white-
haired barber, looking over his s
cles at the wounld-be fighter, “Huh!
I?:;in. 'round. What's dat, anyway,

?.

, up every mawnin' walkin’,
m{:én snd Erainin’, S

“Well, if you's goin’ to hab a serap
wid dat St. Paal bloke you'd better go
to trainin’—trainin’ dat voice o' yourn
to sing new songs, ‘ounse ef dat coon
gits at you, you'll never wake up il
you hear ole Gabriel shoutin’ to fall in
fo’ de daylight rehearsal. Min' what I
tell you, boy, you'll bleve your frens
has took yon 'gin & hull earload of buzz
saws, an' every one a movin', too, ef dat
©oon ever swipes you one.”

When the fighter went out doors, he
wore & complexion several shades
lighter than nsoal, and last night he
told a friend he believed he had heart
disease and couldn’t take violent exer-
cise.— Minneapolis Tribune.

Bootblacks Whe Ring Up Their Shines.
As the Philadelphian stepped down
from the chair and surveyed his well-
polished boots with satislaction, the
bootblaek mng up the price of the shine
on & primitive-looking coneern, sn imi-
tation of the eash registers that orns-
ment the eity’s bar and Innch counters.
Philadelphinn—What in the world is
that? -
Bootblack—Dat is de register, boss
Dat tells how mapy shines I does,
Questioning broyght out the state
ment that this particular “shiner” wss
one of saveral who were working for an
employer, and the crude register was an
invention of the capitalist to prevent bis
employes from “kunocking down.” as the
bootblack put it—Philadelphia In-
quirer.

The Grave Gets Tired Yawning,
Beemingly, for cortain wivtehed invalids who
toddle teebly along, thogh nlways looking aa it
they were going to dio, bul omitking to do Ik
They dry up, wither, dwindle away finally, bub
in the meantime never having robust healib,
know, nothing of the physical enjoyment the
seat.of that existence to which they cling with
such remarkabledenneity, They are always to
be found trying to mend by tinkeriug st them.
selves with some trashy remody, tonie or “plak
me ap” to give s fillip to digestion, or *help the
liver.® Il such misguided folks wonld resort
and ndhere to Hostetter’s Stomach Bitters ik
would be well with them. This woperb invigor-
ant supplies the stamina that the feeble re-
quire, by per tly reenforcing digestion
and assimilation. It overcomen nmulm:‘::

insomuin, malaris, kiduey comnplaints, bi
ness, constipation, rheumatism aod neas

It Served as a Wieel

First Cycler—I had o bad accident last
summe#, while cut touring. I was
miles from hiome when I broke the rim
of my little wheel, and there was no
repairer near.

Second Oycler—How did yon get
home?

“Fortunately I was near a small rail-
road station, se I bought a mniince pie,
had & hole drilled 1 the center and

fitted it to the machina in place of the

broken back wheel. It waa rather
small, but T managed to make it answer
every purpose.”— I heelman's Gagelle.

“Havex't you fin) bed scaling the fish
t, Bami'* “ No, msster; "tis & vory lnrge
one.” “Why, you have bhad thne to gealy &
mountain.'

WHAT an itascible fother says: As the

twig is benl the boy is inclined to shoot out
at the door.

WAt is the difference hetween o paper

dollar and a dollar of silver? Never mined.

t- dat St. Psul
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